The mo ft lamentable T ragedie 

To finde thy brother Tafianus dead. 

Saturnin. My brother dead, I know thou doft butieft, 
He and his Lady both are at the Lodge, 

Vpon the north fide of this pleafant chafe, 

Tis not anhoure fince I left him there, 

xJMurt. Weknow not whereyc-u left them all aliue, 
But out alas, heere hauc we found him dead# 

Enter Tumor a, Andronicus and Lucius. 

T amor a. Where i« ray Lord the King? 

King. Here 7* though grieud with killing griefe. 
T amor a. Where is thy brother Bafsianus ? 

King, Now tothebottomedoft thou fear chtny wound, 
Poore Bafianus heere lies murthered, 

T amor a. Then all toolate I bring this fatal writ. 

The complot of this timsles Tragedie, 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold, 

Inpleafiug fmiles fuch murderous tyrannic* 

Shegiueti bSaturmne a Letter. 

Satuminus reads the Letter, 

And if We mijfe to meete him hanfotntljy 
Sweet £(*«r/»>M«Baffianus tis we meant. 

Due thou fo much as dig thegrauefor font. 

Thou hnowff our meaning, lookf for thy reward. 

Among the nettles at the Elder tree. 

Which ouer-(hades the mouth of that fame pit, 

WntTe rve decreed to bury Bafhanus, 

Doe this and purehafe vs thy loft wg friends. 

King. Oh T amor a w as euer heard the like? 

This is the pit, and this the elder tree, 

Looke firs ifyou can finde the huntfman out. 

That fhould , haue murthered heere. 

Aron, My gracious Lord hecrei s tfie bag of gold, 

I 
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of T itus Andronicus • 

King, Two of thy’wh elpes, fell curs of bloody kinde f 
Haue heere bereft my brother of his life : 

Sirs drag them from the pit vnto the prifon. 

There let them bide vntill we haue deuifd 
Somcneuer heard-of tortering painc for them, 

T amor a, Wh at are they in this pit, oh wondrous thing! 
Howeafily murder is difeouered? 

Titus. High bmperour vpon my feeble knee, . 

I beg this boone, with tcares not lightly flied. 

That this fell fault efmy accurfed Tonnes, 
Accurfed,ifthefaulcs be prou’d in them. 

King, I fir be prou’d e! you fee it is apparant. 

Who found this letter, Tamora w as it you? 

Tamora. Andronicus himfelfc did take if vp. 

Titus, I did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 

For by my Fathers rcuerent tombe I vow 
They fball be ready at your Highncs will. 

To a unfwere their fufpition with their liues. 

Kmg, Thou fhalt not bailethem.fee thou follow mei 
Some bring the murthered body, fome the murthcrers. 

Let them not fpeakc a word, the guilt is plaine, 

Forby my foule, were there worfe end then death. 

That end vpon them fhould be executed, 

Tamora. Andronicus 1 wil entreat the King, 

Fcare not thy fonnes, they fhall do well enough, 

Titus. ComeZ,afiarcome,ftay notto talke with them.' 
Enter the Emprejfefonr.ts,-with Lauinia , her hands cut ojf 
and her tongue cut out,andrattifht, 

Demet. So now goetell and if thy tongue can fpeake. 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauilht thee. 

Chiron. Write downe thy minde, bewray thy meaning fo, 
A nd if tby flumpes will let thee play the feribe. 

Dctnet. See how with fig nesand tokens fhe can fcrowle. 
Citron, Goc home, call for fweet water, wafhth y hands. 

L Demet, 


